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EDITOR'S NOTE AND ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 


In the midst of the Black Power and Black Arts movements, 
students at North Carolina College at Durham came 
together and gave birth to the Ex Umbra. Their sentiments 
were reminiscent of that articulated by Janie's grandmother 
in Zora Neale Hurston's Their Eyes Were Watching God 
when she said, "Ah wanted to preach a great sermon about 
colored women sitting on high, but they wasn't no pulpit 
for me." The first Ex Umbra staff chose this Latin term for 
its name because it means "out of the shadows." They 
agreed that the voices of students at this fine institution 
were going unheard and their creativity was too much in 
the dark. It needed to be brought into the light of 
publication where others could recognize their talents and 
enjoy their work. 


Some thirty years later, at the close of this century, 
Ex Umbra is still carrying on its legacy of liberating creative 
genius while giving voice to the vision of students at North 
Carolina Central University. The pieces in volume 35 are 
meant to be read in the order in which they are found, 
fopics varying between musings on the connection with the 
Creator, paying homage to the ancestors, expressing the 
plight of historically black colleges and universities, hip hop 
culture, and black love. In this edition, we are fortunate 
enough to have words from student visionaries as well as 
the revolutionary poet, Nikki Giovanni. Though each 
poem, short story, essay, and drawing is individually 
powerful, they each contribute to the stimulating and 
sensitive collaboration that is before you. 


This volume is the result of a very dedicated Ex 
Umbra staff, as well as very talented writers and artists. | 
appreciate everyone who took time to submit to Ex Umbra 
Do. Thank you for giving voice to your vision and for 
allowing your talent to be exposed to our campus, 
community, and the world, now that the Ex Umbra is on- 
line. I would like to say a special thank you to the staff, 
particularly Chandra Sledge and Stephanie Black. You have 
been two wonderfully, supportive sister-friends and I don't 
know that I could have made it through this year, or 
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completed this book, without either one of you. The Bible 
says there is a friend that sticks closer than a brother and | 
know that "friend" lives in both of you. Thank you. To Dr. 
Williams, thank you for enduring my idiosyncrasies and the 
gamut of my attitudes with grace. I am grateful for the 
opportunity I have had to serve as editor. I have learned 
much and have grown more than you will probably ever 
know. My two years as editor of Ex Umbra have had their 
ups and downs, but all things considered, the good 
definitely outweighs the bad. 


It is with the utmost appreciation and sincerity that I 
present volume 35 of Ex Umbra. 1 hope those who receive 
it enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed producing it. The 
writers and artists included here have allowed our 
magazine to be their pulpit. They know how crucial words 
are, especially the written word. Nikki Giovanni has told us 
that, "In the beginning was the word/and the word was 
death/ and the word was nigger/and the word was death 
to all niggers/and the word was death to all life/and the 
word was death to all/peace be still" They have decided 
that in this year, the last of the 1990s and the end of this 
century, they would have the last word. 


I hope you enjoy it. 
In Truth and Service, 
Camika Royal 
General Editor 
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Ex Umbra 35 


I Give Praise 
Arthur T. Hicks, HI 


Oh God, my Father 
Creator of the heavens 
And of the Earth 

The one who divided the 
Light from the darkness 
Creator of the great seas 


Creator of everything that creepeth 
One who breathed life 

Into clay and it became a living soul, 
The architect of nature, 

With its tall, majestic mountains 
And grass ever green 


Creator of the fowl that flies above 
Animals that walk below 

Fish that swim in the deep 

And stars that shine in the heavens 


Oh God of heaven, | thank you 

For your abundant mercy and grace 
That you have shown me 

In spite of my transgressions 


You are my strength when I am weak 
My help in time of need 

My calm in the raging sea of life 

My peace in the time of storm 


Father, you are the alpha and omega 
The first and the last 
You always were and forever will be 


Let the heavens and the Earth 
Sing thy praises through the ceaseless 
Ages of eternity 


For my God, you are worthy, so worthy 
Of all the Praise. 
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A Difference 
Liza Dillard 


When I bow my head to pray 
My soul is filled with joy 

My heart starts pounding 
My feet start tapping 

My hands start clapping 


When I sing “Hallelujah” 

A change comes over me 
My eyes fill with tears 

My soul is free of fears 

I can feel your presence near 


When I testify your works 
And all you’ve done for me 

I hear the trumpet sound 

I feel the rumble of the ground 
I can’t stop dancing all around 


It’s something about your name 
JESUS 

That provokes a change in me, 
That sets my spirit free, 

That makes a difference in me. 
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Stepping Out On Faith 
Eric D. Badger 


Uncertainty consumes me from within 

Pressure mounts and clouds my mind 

The anxiety of it all makes my head spin 

Peace seems almost impossible to find 

I’ve tried and I’ve tried; I cannot run from a thought 
I cannot hide from my future or rewrite my past 
Trun and I run everywhere I turn I am caught 

I wish to be made of stone, there’s too much fragility 
in glass 

My mind boldly speaks to me loud and unclear 

Like a naive child suddenly abandoned by its mother 
Iam amongst many people but I am the only one 
here 

My heart pounds, I panic, unable to tell one from 
another 

I wish I could peek at roads untraveled 

Peace of mind is worth more than notoriety and 
wealth 

Let me foresee my life’s purpose and tangled webs 
unraveled 

How can I help others if I cannot help myself 

God please guide me, order my steps in your word 
Supply me the courage to face that not yet seen or 
heard 
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First Psalm 
Camika Royal 


Let the words that I speak be true 
May my actions give glory to you 
Oh Lord, my hope and my salvation 


Your blood, flowing freely through me 
Was obtained back at Calvary 
Oh Lord, my peace in aggravation 


It is the ancestors’ power I claim, 
For they also called on your holy name 
Oh ancestors, my source of jubilation 


On their backs is where I stand 


Through me, they’il make the Promise Land 
Oh ancestors, my strength and reclamation 
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Somebody’s Dream 
Stephanie Black 


I am somebody’s dream 

A thousand years ago 

While my aunts and uncles played along the Euphrates 
My grandmother watched and dreamt of me. 

She dreamt that someday I would stand tall 

With the glow of an Egyptian sun in my skin. 

I am somebody’s dream. 


Long ago in a Masai village 

An elder stood watch as his family slept 
Gazing at the star studded sky he saw my eyes. 
He thanked God for the blessing of their light 
I am somebody’s dream. 


Many generations ago 

On a boat in the Atlantic 

A young warrior wrapped his shackled arms 

Around his family and prayed the voyage over soon. 

He grew strength from and heard my voice in the ocean’s lull. 
Iam somebody’s dream. 


Not too long ago 

My ancestors picked cotton and washed clothes, and did 
Whatsoever massa said. 

Their broken spirits fell to the earth. 

And upon ressurection formed me 

Iam somebody’s dream. 


Just yesterday my Aunt Angela and Uncles Martin and 
Malcolm 

Stood and sat for my rights 

The promise they believed in formed my heart. 

Iam somebody's dream 

Starry eyes, a voice like the ocean, 

Resurrected spirit, determined heart, 

Wrapped in Egyptian sun-kissed skin 

Iam a dream come to life. 
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I’m on a journey... 
Niki C. Oliver 


I’m on a journey... 


It’s long and hard, sweet and rewarding, 
It’s joy and love, contempt and loathing, 


It’s prayers and babies, sickness and wealth, 
It’s robberies and murders, happiness and health, 


It’s college graduations and elderly abuse, 
It’s teenage pregnancies and baby’s first tooth, 


It’s government conspiracies and food for the poor, 
It’s cuts into Medicare and prostitutes outside your 
door, 


It’s Neo Nazi’s and African Pride, 
It’s the Black woman’s triumph and the Black man’s 
les: 


It’s stability and comfort hatred and strife, 
Biiteih pe Over Soon... 


My journey is life. 
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Wishes 1998 


Culver Clark 


Starlight star bright 
I wish I may... 
LORD! 

I pray that I might... 
Get this wish, 

I wish tonight... 


I wish I had my mother’s smile, 

To insulate me from the cold 

Growing old don’t make wise 

So I look at the world through my father’s eyes 


He cries 

As he tries to follow the rest to their insanity 
He goes 

And knows that his leaving has stranded me 
In a hurricane mixed of emotions 

Separated by oceans, 

Not even magic potions 

Will bring him back 

‘cause the communication lacks 

the clarity that can be found in the tracks 
that dig grooves into the phonographs 

or the tracks that climb his arms 

his personal charm allows his addiction to function 
in conjunction with his lies 


momma cries, 

and says her last good byes 

to the skies that fill with rain 

her mind fills with pain and causes her shame 
every time she takes aim 

and tries to place the blame 
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“it’s sO insane” 

sister says, 

knotting her head with dreads that don’t lock 
watching the clock, 

that tics but never tocs 

she rocks to and fro’ 

even though 

she may never know 

the effects the second hand blunt smoke, 
that strangles and chokes, 

will have on her son 


so now he’s on the run 
I wish I had my grandfather’s voice 


Vd 

Sing myself to sleep instead of crying 
Dying won’t cure these problems 

But it might ease some of the pain 
Each night I pray in vain 

For the strength to maintain my sanity 
Mother handed me the hope of home 
To keep me company 

When I stand alone 

Wishing... that I had three wishes. 
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In Defense of Sloth 
Linda Medlin 


maligned. Few people I know, other than theologians, 

neither grasp the technicalities of slothfulness, nor 
trouble their heads about what makes it a fire-and-brimstone 
sin. I myself was forced to my dictionary to clarify the word's 
meaning. Embedded in Webster's list of innocuous-sounding 
synonyms for sloth -- laziness, languor, indolence, and 
idleness -- these bodeful words leap at me: "apathy and 
inaction in the face of virtue." Ah, so there lies the crux of the 
problem that has kept Christian dogmatists in a dither for 
centuries: apathy in the face of virtue -- not apathy in the face 
of evil, but virtue. A Catholic priest once confided in me that 
hearing confession usually felt like being pelted with cotton 
balls, because rarely did anyone hit him with "big" sins. Sloth 
strikes me as a sin of the "cotton ball" variety. Compared to 
atrocities that humans inflict on each other in the names of 
greed, pride, envy, and lust, sloth's capacity for damage pales. 

So now we know what the theologians’ real beef with 
sloth is: it is our spiritual laziness that they cannot abide. 
Forgive my lack of gratitude toward those authorized to worry 
about the state of our souls, but is consigning us to hell for 
‘apathy in the face of virtue" not just the slightest bit nitpicky? 
Now apathy and inaction in the face of injustice and other 
human atrocities truly is a deadly sin, for which I for one, 
meekly offer myself for punishment. 

Arguably, sloth, as the saying goes, is one of those 
concepts that if it did not exist, someone would have to invent. 
Indeed, one could posit that that is very likely what did 
happen. The power structure -- church rulers, crowned 
heads, and feudal lords -- needed a device to keep the little 
people in line, and voila! There they had it: unquestioning 
industry as a get-out-of-hell-free card. The gentry historically 
needs a bottomless supply of unslothful workers so they can 
enjoy their own slothful leisure. They need an unslothful 
workforce to produce the goods that enhance their status and 
make their own indolence maximally comfortable. They also 
need unslothful workers to fight and die in their wars. 


Ss" gets a bad rap. It is both misunderstood and unfairly 
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Idleness in the wrong hands provides the devil with a 
workshop, for idle hands allow time for thought. 

Later, the Puritans came along and took hold of sloth, 
honed it into a fine, steel, wrathful sword, and brought it with 
them to the New World, where they pressed it against the 
throats of those spiritually slothful, indolent folks already 
here, as well as against their own fellow immigrants. In the 
early 1800's Nathaniel Hawthorne, steeped in Puritan 
earnestness inherited from three generations of Puritan 
ancestors, advised, "Not slothful anguish is what you now 
require, but for effort.". By Hawthorne's time, the pressure to 
overcome sloth had evolved into the Protestant work ethic, 
now also called, in the tradition of equal opportunity, the 
American work ethic -- an ethic that holds no truck with 
laziness, languor, indolence, and idleness. 

In spite of its bad name, however, sloth has 
traditionally provided fertile ground for humorists, as well as 
healing. A little sloth is refreshing for the soul. Doctors 
would do well to prescribe doses of sloth for stressed-out, type 
"A" burn-outs suffering from the effects of life in the fast lane. 
"I want you to do absolutely nothing but laze in the sun, gaze 
at the trees and the stars, sniff the scents of breezes, taste the 
salty sea air, immerse yourself in long afternoons lying skin- 
to-skin with someone you love, and call me in three months," 
such a doctor might advise. I would wager that if politicians 
periodically took the waters of slothfulness, they would feel 
less inclined to draw lines in the sand and order carpet 
bombings of small countries. 

Sloth is a gentle sin. Sloth is not murderous. Sloth 
does not drive men to racial and cultural genocide. Sloth does 
not impel men to invade other peoples’ countries and steal 
their lands. Sloth does not endow me with the will to 
sedulously build and wield power. Sloth does not gift men 
with the relentlessness needed to engage in empire-building. 

But then, men of influence like Cecil Day-Lewis, 
British poet laureate in the late 1960's reflect, "War may shake 
off spiritual sloth." Wasn't it around this time that the British 
began gearing up for war in the Falklands? ies 
affirms this.) And isn't it often the role of nation's poet 
laureates to provide the public with moral bases for its 
government's actions? If Day-Lewis were not speaking 
ironically, if he were indeed justifying war as a means to cure 
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slothful souls, then hats off to the most disingenuous war 
rhetoric pushed by the old onto the young since the Roman 
poet Horace's jingoistic aphorism, "Dulce et decorum est pro 
patria mort’, it is sweet and proper to die for one's country." 

What, I wonder, is there about the animal itself, the 
sloth, that makes it the namesake and model for Sin mlseits 
chief trait, slowness, so repugnant to humans that we feel 
compelled to revile and slander its very name? The sloth is a 
perfectly respectable, unbelligerent, tropical, tree-dwelling 
mammal. Biologists describe its slow movements through tree 
branches as "deliberate." Rather than regard this 
characteristic as negative, they credit the sloth's slow 
deliberateness as an important instrument of its survival. Is it 
too much of a stretch to find in the sloth something to emulate 
in our own lives? Maybe slow down and live? 

I find the image of humans harrumphing because 
animals are not only setting a bad example, but a subversive 
one, delightfully entertaining. But agitating for a return to the 
Romantic ideal of the primitive, or the "noble savage," is not 
my aim. Rather, the Neoclassical creed of moderation strikes 
me as a more reasonable prescription for driven, over- 
achieving, industry. An ancient Latin maxim, Festina Jente, or 
"Hurry slowly," reflects peoples' cynicism toward a society that 
was, like ours, based on energetic enterprise. And we all 
know what became of them. 

Television commercials are our newly self-appointed 
philosophers. "Life is a sport. Play hard." "Life is a mountain. 
Climb it." "Life is a game. Play to win." But I see and hear 
cynical resignation in the attitude of multitudes everywhere 
but on television: "Life's bitch, and then you die." I think 
fondly of the gentle, effortless philosophy expressed in the old 
English ditty, "Row, row, row your boat, gently down the 
stream. Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily, life is but a dream. 

May we let sloth out of hell now that it has served a 
thousand-year sentence? Perhaps rehabilitate its name as we 
move into a new millennium? Acknowledge sloth's virtues? 
"Make friends with your inner sloth!" could be our new motto. 
Reward, not punish, the idleness that allows us time to think 
and to smell the roses rather than the wake-up coffee. As in 
the case of the sloth itself, our very survival may depend on it. 
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Things I Fear 
Camtka Royal 


I stand tall 

telling stories of my strength 

and length of my power 

but sometimes in the midnight hour 
satan tries to devour 

the peace I know 

he doesn’t want me to grow 

he wants me to show the woe 

this heart has bared 

when I have been scared 

I wished to go far from here 

to escape the things I fear 

like my mother’s death 

and daddy’s passing 

my sister’s wrath in the aftermath 

of her anger/strangers’ footsteps following 
not far behind I fear that 

the blind lead the blind 

down destruction’s road 

I fear knowing the toads 

that don’t become princes despite my kiss 
I fear the fact that I miss a man 
who’s not mine 

and I’m not trying to whine 

but I fear the light that shines 

inside my soul 

I know I’m whole but I can’t tell 
since my eyes swell with 

tears for fears I know that won’t flee 
and when you see me 

you think I’m strong 

sometimes you’re right 

sometimes you’re wrong 

like when I sing songs imbued with sorrow 
I’m not thinking about the joy 

God promised would come tomorrow 
after weeping but 

I hear creeping outside my door 

I fear Al Gore won’t succeed Bill 


Parsee 
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That brothers and sisters 

bop their heads 

to Lauryn Hill but don’t stop and think 

that the sting they feel 

is that thing for which 

their eyes shoulda been peeled 

I fear fake niggas who claim 

to keep shit real 

I fear the self control of dancers 

my family’s legacy of cancer 

and diseased body parts 

though I know the Father heals hurt hearts and 
can mend broken parts 

I must ask to receive 

I fear He won’t reprieve my sins 

and without His love I’ll stay cold I fear no man 
will be mine to have and to hold 

from now until forever 

I fear hot weather with no relief 

I fear goodness and 

I fear grief I fear my life will be much too brief 
always God-created but 

sometime pain-sedated so I watched and I waited for 
what doesn’t come when all is dark and silence 
is a hum I fear my mother’s death 

my father’s passing my sister’s over-bearing love 
I fear the glove will fit my hand 

and Ill face reprimand for a crime I didn’t commit 
I’m afraid my clothes won’t fit 

and that freedom flies fast from our grasp 

I fear grass and God’s chastening rod 

that prunes and prepares me for 

what is yet to come satan thinks he’s won but 
it’s not true so I’ll keep on showing 

you the length of my strength 

because it’s mine and I’m divine 

and will be who I should be in time 

‘til then I even fear this rhyme 

releasing my lack of peace 

so please excuse me 

if I shed a tear here as I make clear 

the things I fear 
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The Chosen One 


Von da St, at if ord 


(to Jai/Marcus) 


In my world gone astray 
I loved you— 

Instantly 

Against the words of the 
Ill-concerned 

My sweet victor of circumstance 
Heaven smiled on me 
And let 

The angelic breath blow 
Fear's dark clouds away 
And I know 

Obligation controls 

A fool's heart 

But I 

Chose to love you 

And that's the best love 
Of them all. 
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Mother's Day '95 
Niki C. Oliver 


Mother... 

Thank you for your love and 
devotion during my growing 
years, 


For loving me unconditionally 
and wiping away my tears 


For bringing me in this world, for 
giving me this life, 


And making me burden free and 
you, a self-sacrifice 


For teaching me the way of life 
and sheltering me from pain 


For soothing my fears and 
making your loss my gain 


For all these things, I hope I can 
triumphantly rise to be 


Everything for which you wished 


and prayed, to make you proud 
of me 
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11-17-98 


Janice K. Crisp 


when one is small 

it is okay for one 

to lay down on floors 

and sleep or roll or play 
when one is small 

it is okay for one 

to wear nothing but 
underwear or nothing at all 
when one is small 

it is okay for one 

to nod or shake one's head 
to suck thumbs, pick noses, and 
bite nails 

when one is small 

it is okay for one 

to dream and not worry 
about all the evil in one's world 
but being small only 

lasts a short time 

and one must grow and 
learn not to do what one did 
when one was small 
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Suicidal Tendencies 
Camika Royal 


"Behold, children are a reward from the Lord. The fruit of thy womb is 
His reward. Like arrows in the hands of the warrior, so are the children 


of one's youth." 
~-Psalms 127:3-4 


In the best of all worlds parents merge in burning love and 
yearning passion Daddies are focused loving well-learned and 
stern in turn Mommies are vessels of virtue portals of promise 
who go down near death to bring forth lite Daddy's her 
husband and Mommy's his wife 

But in this world we live among the trifling stifling the surge 
of love males and females merge in passion but purge 
themselves thrashing the need to nurture their seeds and 
insure their growth 

Like a loaded gun in the hands 

of a fool 

so are the children borne of dejection 

somewhere a little girl cries 'cause she doesn't know why 4 x 4 
is 16 when 4 + 4 is only 8 she cries and cries ‘cause she thinks 
she can’t learn when her brain cells were burned when her 
mama spurned prenatal care for a crack pipe now we know 
that blunted mama = stunted growth of baby but maybe 
feeling numb invalidated the life that would come now that 
life thinks she’s dumb some say she’s a child and should have 
fun some say she’s not right in the head sometimes she’d 
rather be dead instead of here where fear is a constant and 
only the days are new and her happy days are few and far 
between a father whose focus is fuck you and a mother whose 
virtue is vice life isn’t nice ‘cause what was a portal of promise 
1s now a pact mommy makes with her pimp children’s minds 
lay limp without the necessary nurturing sons and daughters 
don’t get when Daddy nurses Hennesy BudlIce Cristal 
Gin&Juice all the while wondering why their kids are loose 
looking for love in all the wrong places they search the faces 
for some semblance of sanctuary but despair and worry block 
their view watch out ‘cause they're coming for you 

Like a loaded gun in the hands 

of a fool 


so are the children borne of dejection 
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don't be surprised by childish insurrection 


Somewhere a teenage boy sighs 'cause he doesn't know why 
his father despised the night he was conceived and the day he 


was born his mother forewarned but forlorn mourns her child 
as a mistake she scorns the life he did take which was hers 
riches and furs woulda been hers had it not been fo 
eternal sin thinks he can't win so at night he cries da} 
lies about how he buys his sneakers and clothes he knows 
she's not wise to his game so he flies high on the same shit he 
sells and though his pockets swell his eyes tell that he cries 
and sighs and lies and dies when no one asks why not even his 
mother gives her love she went down near death and brought 
forth life but she brought forth strife and now he holds a knife 
to his wrist ready to end all this 

Like a loaded gun in the hands 

Of a fool 

So are the children borne of dejection 

Don't be surprised by childish insurrection 

When children get no protection 

As they walk through the valley of the shadow of death 
consumed by evil's breath they do not smile ‘cause the miles 
seem so much longer when traveled alone souls and bodies 
roam in search of love never looking above or inside their 
hearts and minds are wide but not free and they can't see 
clearly since contempt and disgust block their view vessels 01 
virtue are untrue and they wanna know just what they shoulc 
do when not even your mother loves you from womb to tomb 
woe is what they know and it's what they show and we 
wonder how they grow they're the seeds we continue to Sow 
Like a loaded gun in the hands 

Of a fool 

So are the children borne of dejection 

Don't be surprised by childish insurrection 

When children get no protection 

No direction 


No affection ar f 
Honor the seeds of thy loins and indeed the fruits ot thy womb 


or bitterness will bloom and the end of thy days shall come 
soon 
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Maybe 
Rage 


The shots rang out like fireworks 

the carpet was stained red 

the room was cluttered with dry memories 
and nothing was to be said 

the letters, four, lay on the floor 

forgotten and unread 

they went unnoticed as the crowd appeared 
and stood around the bed 

there was no suffering and there was no pain 
only the large crimson stain 

from where he had lain 

but how can someone who took his own life 
not suffer from anything? 

the funeral was bleak on a rainy day 

and that night four letters were read 

the letters all written four in advance 

but we never saw the light they would shed 
maybe if we’d paid more attention 

our loved one wouldn’t be dead 

maybe if we’d notice, the carpet wouldn’t be 
hed 


bye 
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A Sweet Requiem 
Culver Clark 


(inspired by the poetry of Camika Royal and Robert LaMarque) 


“So my brothers Carpe Diem the best way they know how... 
and a choir sings a sweet requiem as they take their final bow... 
on this side of life...” 

—Robert LaMarque 


like a loaded gun 

in the hands of a fool 

so too are those who... 

mad at the world 

angry at the universe 

see they learned first to curse 

then turned to verse 

with perverse visions 

of graphic thought collisions 

caused by the incision of needles into flesh 
their memories are marred 

by the murals painted on the walls 
of the painted halls 

of the projects 

sectioned off into eights 

and filled with mother’s welfare checks. 
“But last I checked, 

she ain’t been living well 

and that... 

For damn sure ain’t fair.” 

tke a loaded gun 

in the hands of a fool 

so too are those memories that pile... 
each time the insanity peaks 

cruel are the words that mother speaks to her child 
she runs buck-wild 

and learns to smile with her legs 

at an earlier age than most 

the lightning strikes... 

too close to home 

as the hands of brothers 

cousins, uncles, and fathers roam 
the surface of her flesh 
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in spite of her muted protest 

like a loaded gun 

in the hands of a fool 

so too are those who... 

Too cool for their own kind 

lose their minds 

dancing a thin line 

as they go blind 

to the negative images they portray 
they blow each other away 
under the inner city bright lights 
generating generalizations 

and stereo types 

that are used to classify and label 
to disarm and disable 

an entire section 

with verbal inflections 

and physical projections 

of words like 

NI&&@ 

like a loaded gun 

in the hands of a fool 

so too are those who lust for jewels... 
They live and die 

by the golden rule 

so I guess the man with the most gold 
must rule 

as I sit around and wish I had the tools 
to teach 

maybe then I could reach 

that loaded gun 

in the hands of that fool 

now aimed at schools 

where pools of blood 

thicken like mud 

on the playground 

where rounds are spent on lives 
over the back drop of cries 

from those who are horrified 

by the ghetto birds reprise 

she now flies 

due east and lies 
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about how she’s glad to be gone 

and how she ain’t never going home again 
even though she’s soaked in 

the same sin 

that stains her with pain 

of those 

who have given up on the game 

like a loaded gun 

in the hands of a fool 

so too are the looks... 

He shoots at his books 

and cooks up schemes 

as he day dreams about way and means 
to make his ends meet 

they all know his name out in the streets 
where the self-hate runs deep 

(much deeper than their beliefs) 

and where talk is cheap 

but much cheaper are their lives. 
once again 

comes the ghetto bird’s reprise... 

like a loaded gun 

in the hands of a fool 

so too are those who... 

Step back and take aim 

they constantly claim that they kill with precision 
so too are those who... 

Pimp religion behind church doors 
where church whores 

place their panties 

in the plate that passes in offering... 
Each and every 

Sunday morning. 

Ike a loaded gun, 

in the hands of a tool 

so too are those who... 

Turn on themselves 

instead of asking for help 

they play the hands that they are dealt 
and leave behind 

a loaded gun for the hands 

of the next fool to find 


eee 
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Where Will The Negroes Go? 
Ar. Cy. Glinn 


underfundedunderattendedunattendedunaccreditedunappreci 
ated 


shame on you blk. mammy blk. pappy your alma mater ain't 
good enough for your daughters. shame on you bik. mama 
and papa. same school that you. first generation college 
student stood so proud of. sharecropping granmammy 
granpappy help send them. so proud. had a chance to go. now 
you shamed to send your son. shame on you. 


under- un-~ none- attendance 


you. dubois' talented tenth attend 'cause this your favorite t.v. 
since you was in the 'lebumth (11) grade. builtbrick by brick 
exenslaved hands and ideals. training schools seminaries 
(never meant to be) state legislatures misallocate undertund 
close and quotaed. no need to allocate funds purpose served... 
somebody told you the 


paperweighed differently. hide your blk. speck in kegthrongs 
won't erase you. hide in the bonfire herd. take the bass out of 
your speech your smutface can't escape. you a niggah that's all 
you ever gone be. a thichskulled niggah...least in they eyes. 
token spokesman of your cullardmen. your action affirm has 
misplaced his anglokin. 


bec centers for revolution fronts in the six-o's. nine-o's: blk. 
student move yourself off that integrate campus. since '58 and 


you still trying to integrate. 
(you ever noticed how silly summa cum and magna cum 


sound?) 
state legislature they play reverse quota numbers game: 
you. 


full course load fulltime job scholarship partial. majority now 
minority tuition in full? é 
nonattendance. unattended. underattended. underfunded. 
but where will the negroes 30? 
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unappreciated because that's there is unaware. in the last 
bastions of historic negritude/intelligensia. trapped in your 
fratbraggins and videofashions. complain daily about 
administrations. lunchroom vocations. homecomings. who 
playing? 

negroes, where else we got to go? 

anti-cultural/socio spooks that s.a.t. by the do' 


to a negroe church commune with yourselves 

to a negroe family reunion commune with yourselves 
to a negroe community commune with yourselves 

to a negroe school commune with 
yourself! 


but go ahead. give it away like you did boogie woogie. like you 
did beebop. like you did blues for fascimile suede shoes. give it 
away like you did your a.m.e. baptist church pews. scour the 
agriculturalist with elitist views. everything got a price 
especially your souls. like neighborhoods and harlem south 
avenues. tell family business like nappy 


jheri bags in news. ignorant ass blk. athletes in interviews. 


you some blk. bull connor 
you some jigaboo george wallace. 


you inadvertently close of doors of ncc's, 'skeegee's and fam- 
u's. crack the pillars of 


howards hamptons and c.a.u.'s chain the entrances of 
livingstones, lincolns and prairie views. forsake self for 


facilities not long ago denied at ole missbama's and echoed 
going back to cali. on a 209. 


that's right. give it away when you live for your negroe college 
homecomings in jetebonies. next year the show will be hootie 


and crowned queen yasmine bleeth. then where will the 
negroes Zo? 


"...but fuckit, could never learn a niggah nothing anyway!" 
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During the Fall 1998 semester, Nikki Giovanni graced the sloping hills 
and verdant green with her presence. She has visited NCCU several 
times, and we were fortunate enough to have her impart some of her 
wit and wisdom upon us. She has been gracious enough to let us share 
ies 


"Ever on the Altar:" 


Recommendations from the Revolutionary 
Nikki Giovanni 


time since I've been to Central, so when I got the 

letter, I was totally excited to come because | 
used to come to Central an awful lot. I had a lot of friends 
down here and of course, it's grown so much. I used to come 
to RDU --your airport here-- and I sure had some big fights 
with people who wanted to explore your bags and stuff. I just 
refused because that didn't make sense. But at that point --it's 
kind of hard for you all, maybe, to realize that there was a 
time when you could actually get on an airplane without 
going through a metal detector, that there was a time when 
people actually trusted each other. And coming here, I'm not 
blaming you all --I don't want to be misunderstood on this 
point-- but it's just very sad to drive into this campus and to 
have to see a sign that says "No guns allowed on campus. 
That's very sad to me because you know that somebody, 1 
fact, does have a gun. And you all are having a footbal 
weekend... . 

The main thing that I want to share with you 1s that 
you've got to take care of yourself. Your heart 1s so important. 
And actually, the world is really hard on young people's 
hearts. I think that we're not giving you a nice world. I, 
frankly speaking, am very sorry about the president. I think 
that the President's penis is not something we should be 
discussing, nor what he did with it. I think it's very 
disconcerting because we're trying to deal with politics, you 
and I... ordinary people... a 

My mother sent me to Fisk by paying for one semestet 
and borrowing for the next and using the summer to pay that 
off and then borrowing for the next. That's how I went to 
school. And one of the reasons that we are all glad --not Just 
we who are black, and we who are black are ecstatic-- but we 


| am glad to be here at Central. It's been a long 
eee 
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in the world are glad that you are in college and that you are 
being offered a better world than the world we have passed. 
There was a time when to have come to Durham, North 
Carolina, I would have seen signs "Colored Only" or no 
colored at all. I would have seen things that made me wonder 
was somebody lynched, or raped, or burned in those woods. | 
would have seen awful things that would have upset me 
before I got to this little oasis where somebody said "We will 
teach you what we know." There's somebody in this room 
right now who's got an I.Q. of 140 or 160. You are smarter 
than everybody who's teaching you. You are smarter than all 
the administration. You have more innate talent than 
everybody around you. You know who you are. There may 
be a couple of you that in a room this size with black people, I 
have to have a couple of geniuses. And you know how 
difficult it is to be a genius in an ordinary situation because 
your genius requires that you challenge. And yet your heart is 
going to have to find a way to accept what's being given 
because what you will learn here is that you can change the 
world. 

What I want you to know is that the people who made 
it possible for you to be here are not just us, but those slaves 
who came over in 1619, and they didn't die. Somebody can 
say, you know, there's an old song, "Before I'll be a slave, I'll be 
buried in my grave and go home to my Lord and be free." And 
I understand that. I appreciate that for and it makes sense to 
me and it seems a way of being strong and not taking it. But 
let me speak as a mother for a minute ‘cause I said this to my 
son, his name is Thomas. "I don't care what the cop calls you. 
I don't care what the cop says. If you get stopped by a cop, the 
answer Is 'Yes sir, yes sir, yes sir.’ Because the cop has a gun 
that can take you away from me. And whatever it is that 
you've done to him, and whatever the point is you're making, I 
won't have you." And just as I wanted my son to come home 
when he was at Morehouse College driving up to Virginia, 
your parents want you to come home. Whatever he says to 
you is whatever. Don't let him stop you from getting home 
because your Mama wants you home! She doesn't want to 
hear that "the cops was really messing with my manhood and 
said..." No, because he puts a bullet in you. I'm not sayng be a 
coward. I'm saying be a guerilla fighter. 
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We here at our historically black colleges, of which I 
am a proud graduate, are --like the Fisk motto-- "ever on the 
altar." But that is true not just of Fisk but it's true of all of us. 
You and I are ever on the altar. We are still a long way from 
the freedom we seek. We are not, as the old folks say, what 
we have been, but we are not what we will be. You and J are 
building. We are hoping... 

...You have to give something back because this world 
that we live in is not doing anything for youngsters who look 
like you and me. Look at those crazy people --~Newt Gingrich, 
Trent Lott-- running around being upset with you and I for 
just trying to make it. They're upset that you bought a house. 
They're upset that you have a coat. They already think that 
you have too much. And you may not have anything and they 
would like to take that away from us, too... 

If you think about black men too long, it breaks your 
heart. Because whatever it is that black men do, somebody 
says its wrong. When they make money, everybody's telling 
them what they should do with the money they make. Nobody 
tells Bill Gates or Steven Spielburg what to do with their 
money... And then all we see of black men, who have gone to 
work faithfully in this country, who have served honorably in 
every war we've had, who have created any dance style 
anyone ever had, who made the music, and all they are 1S 
thugs and rapists and fools? I don't think so... Black men 
deserve more from each other. There was a beautiful black 
man and he, of course, was murdered. He was shot down in 
cold blood only because of his beauty and I'm talking about 
Tupac Shakur. They killed Tupac and they want you and me 
to think, "Oh, it was gangsta rap. We didn't like him anyway. 
They killed because his mother, Afeni, was a Black Panther. 
‘Pac had a foundation that he was starting, as you well know. 
He was putting his money back into the black community. 
Nobody wanted that as an image. And they shot him down tn 
New York, and he came back. He said, "Six bullets and you 
can't catch me.” And they said, "Okay, this time, we will. 
We're gonna break up Death Row, we're gonna kill she: 
We're gonna run Dr. Dre out, and we're gonna put Suge bac 
in jail.". Now you tell me, because you're smart, where's ite 
money? Where's the money? But they want to tell us, they 
want to tell the black community, we don't have anything. 
How can we have anything when everything we make gets 
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taken away? It's not right... It made me mad because all 
Tupac did was tell the truth. And another man named Biggie 
Smalls... Biggie just lost his life for no reason... 

And we know that these types of things go on... and 
it's such a shame because in one respect, I'm telling you to 
stand up for yourself. In another respect, I'm telling you that 
if you stand up and do something, you stand a good chance of 
being hurt. And so there is a conflict. As your mother, I don't 
want you to be hurt. I surely don't want you to go down for 
something dumb. But as a black person, I also know you've 
got to stand up for something. You got a talent, you've got to 
explore that talent because we all can't sing and dance. And 
there is nothing wrong with singing and dancing, but 
somebody has to say something. Somebody's got to stand up 
for something because if you don't stand up for something, 
you'll fall for anything. We can do better than this. And we 
can remember that what people say about us is not true. I 
speak as a black mother. I know that black men are 
wondertul, and I know that [the negative images portrayed] is 
not your boyfriend or mine, it's not your father or mine, it's 
not your husband or mine... And somehow, we've got to 
remember that because it keeps coming back to us that all 
black men do is take advantage of us and rape and rob us and 
that's not true. And people make you and me afraid of one 
another. Black men need to be a friend to each other and to 
the black woman but they need each other. And the way they 
walk will be the way of the world... 

We are needing young people like you to reorder the 
world. It has not all been done. It wasn't all done in the 
1960s and the '70s. We are needing you continue to grow 
into yourself and into a vision of what the world may be. We 
need you to be ever on the altar. We need you for what they 
are calling now "emerging leadership"... We need you to go 
info some of these nursing homes and just talk to the old 
people, and let the old people --who remember what it was 
like to have to quit school in the third grade, who never went 
past the eighth grade-- we need you to go and let them just 
wash you with love and be proud of Voueer 

We need you to push on... ever on the altar... 
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The North Carolina Central University Department of English sponsors 
the annual Black History Month Speech Competition. This year's 
winner was Clifton Gray. His musings on the meaning of our collective 
history 1s below. 


From the Past into the Future: 


The Legacy Continues 
Clifton Gray 


‘4 
5 


om generation to generation, father to son, mother to 

daughter --a legacy: a simply heritage handed down 

from one ancestor to a descendant. ‘Today's African 
American race has something to be thankful for, because 
our ancestors have left us with a legacy worth much more 
than mere simple reverence as we are able to marvel in 
their achievements. 

With this being Black History Month, there is 
pervasive feeling of gratitude amongst African Americans 
nationwide. During this time of the year, we appreciate 
that legacy of African American leaders that much more. 
Those leaders range from the great abolitionists to civil 
rights leaders. I don’t know about you, but I sure thank the 
Almighty (whomever that may be to you) for the 
abolitionists’ bravery. For if it were not for the Frederick 
Douglases, what type of legacy would we have to marvel 
in? I don't know about you, but I sure thank the Almighty 
for those civil rights activists. For if it had not been for the 
Rev. Dr. Martin Luther Kings [of the world], there's no 
telling where we'd be today. 

But not only can we marvel in the legacy reaped 
through their leadership, we can rejoice more, because it 
goes much deeper than that. That legacy can also be traced 
back to the arts produced during the Harlem Renaissance. 
Thanks to Ma Rainey and her protége, Bessie Smith, we are 
the soulful group of people that we are now, and still no 


pet 
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one dances like us. If you're not convinced, just look at 
Alvin Ailey and Judith Jamison. And then, in the genius of 
the poetic leaders of that renaissance period, we are eh rs 
relive and experience those days of rebirth and new ares 
through their pages. Yes, Langston Hughes, ee i 
has grown deep like the rivers," and life for me ain't been 
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no crystal stair.". And yes, Countee Cullen, we understand 
your "Pagan Prayer" so "Yet, do I marvel at this curious 
thing/ to make a poet black and bid him sing!" And yes, 
Gwendolyn Brooks we're still "real cool," but now we go to 
school. Yes, Paul Lawrence Dunbar, "We sfi// wear the 
mask that grins and lies." And yes, Maya Angelou, "Some 
still want to see us broken/ Bowed head and lowered eyes - 
-yet still we rise!" And yes, Claude McKay, we still believe 
that "If we must die, let us die fighting back!!!" 

See, I told you they left us a rich legacy, but the 

question we face now is what about tomorrow? What 
about the future? What legacy will we bequeath to our 
descendants? In the advice of the great educator and 
founder Bethune-Cookman College, Mary McLeod Bethune, 
"Knowledge is the prince need of the hour." And since 
knowledge is truth, the truth of the matter is that when 1 in 
4 Black men are in jail, prison, or parole or dead-- we've 
gotten off track. Now I've always been told that the best 
leader leads by example, but the wrong example is best set 
when: 
Another 5 year old boy just got initiated/ into a gang of 
gullibility he was commiserated/ while another black teen 
just dropped out of high school/ but left a legacy that he 
thought was cool/ because no one could sow his wild oats 
the way he could/ he had a tight line for the honeys in the 
hood/ now is that the example we want to bequeath to our 
descendants?/ and did you see that little girl that got left in 
the hall/ at Martin King's orphan house by the mall/ seems 
her mother doesn't want her anymore/ said another head 
+8 is too much for her/ and then that mother went straight 
to the abortion clinic/ said she wants to wait for marriage, 
but fornicating, she just can't quit/ but is that the legacy we 
want our descendants to marvel in? 

Yet even in these times when it seems that our 
legacy for the future may be in jeopardy, or in metaphorical 
terms, when it seems that the salt has lost its savor and the 
food has turned bland, at that moment, just when you 
thought our future legacy was lost, that's when you look 
around and see the remnants of that old proverb being 
manifested, which says, "Though the flame may sometimes 
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cease to shine, the coal can never expire." Or in laymen's 
terms, although I may be down, don't count me out just yet. 
Or better yet, although it seems Mike Tyson doesn’t know 
where to put his hands or his mouth, you look around and 
see Dr. Michael Eric Dyson using his mouthpiece to cry 
loud that race still rules and teaching how to navigate the 
color line. And although O.J. Simpson has made a recent 
come back in the news and not run a touchdown in years, 
you look around and see Michael Jordan's retirement bring 
al --red, yellow, black, and white to tears. And although 
Ward Connerly keeps affirmatively forgetting that he, too, 
is black, you look around and see Louis Farrakhan organize 
a million marchers who won't let you forget that. And 
although Rev. Henry Lyons is on trial, you look around and 
see Rev. Jesse Jackson say "keep hope alive, keep hope alive," 
while encouraging you to go the extra mile. And although 
Supreme Court Justice Clarence Thomas keeps offending 
and stabbing some of the "least of us" in our backs, we look 
right here on our campus and see Chancellor Julius 
Chambers --and marvel at what he did in Charlotte a few 
decades back --a legacy! | 

So, in essence, we do have a great legacy for the 
future, because when I look at ladies like Eva Clayton, 
Alexis Herman, Maxine Waters, and my mother --i can feel 
the fire of Sojourner Truth. I can sense the fury of Harriet 
Tubman; I can see the perseverance of Ida B. Wells, and the 
courage of Fannie Lou Hamer coming alive and well again - 
-a legacy! And then when | revisit the statistic that says 1 
in 4 black men are in trouble, I realize that just means that 
3 out of 4 us are doing well --a legacy! ae 

So therefore, be it resolved that in the totality of the 
whole matter, our descendants will have a legacy worth 
much more than mere simple reverence. They will have 
inherited a legacy that is omnipresent, — pervasive, 
ubiquitous, and ever before us, and as a matter o! fact, can 
already see this legacy in the spirit of my mind. I can sie it 
coming alive, and let it be known on this day, I can see it 


coming alive in you and me --a legacy!!! 
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Not Too Much to Ask 


Latrice Christian 


All I ever wanted 

was to be the best 

But extreme ridicule from others 
left me stressed 

Tried to be a friend but 

ended up being used 

Learned my lesson once, 

be careful who you choose 

Set my goals and aimed 

high for the sky 

But everything I chose 

left me high and dry 

Tried to explain myself to 
people who didn’t understand 
Found out what I stood for 

and stopped being my friend 
Just wanted to hang out with someone 
and do things for fun 

Something that didn’t leave me 
regretting what we have done 
I’m sorry for what I want in life 
that with which you don’t agree 
‘Cause if you don’t see eye to eye 
disassociate yourself from me 
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Untitled 


Precious Vines 


Wisdom transpires/from variations 
Of/knowledge pieces. 

Creases/in times/where 

you find/your mind 

absorbs/food for eternal existence. 
Resistance/to malfunctions 

that hinder/an ethereal interpretation. 
A creation/of thinking wars. 
Fights/that/become bloody battles/for 
the/final concept. 

A/concept/that becomes a fiber 
upon which/you can build consistent fibers. 
Fibers that build/sense to change 
the world./Hurling misconceptions 
and/no direction junkies 

into the whirlpool 
of/nonexistence. 

‘Cause you ain’t got time 
for/nonsense. 

‘Cause you ain’t got time 

for/that stuff that constrains 

the brain/membrane 

from becoming a child 

of the future,/ wisdom of 

the new millennium, 

a new birth of 

infinite imperfection, 

a genius kid,/a result 

import/of 

an ancestor’s prayer, 

a call from beyond, 

a son of the sun, 

a daughter of the moon, 

a rebirth of the earth, 

a reconstruction, 

a rejuvenation, 

a replenishment 

of/the sum total equation/of... 

a God production. 
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Alphabet Soup 
Stephanie Black 


Hunger weighed heavy on my mind one day — 
Approaching the cupboard, I spied a can of soup that 
I'd never seen before — The can was Blackman Style 
Alphabet Soup — Opening the can, this is what I saw: 


abstract, agile, Asiatic, 
beautiful, bohemian brotha, 
courageous, caring, constantly 
dashing, daring, deliciously 
edible, engaging, energetic 
fulfilling, fantastically fabulous, 
generous, guiding, genius 
handsome, heroic, heavenly, 
imaginative, indescribably inspiring 
jubilant, justifiably jazzy, 
Khemetic, kind-hearted, king, 
leading, loving, legitimate, 
magnificent, magical, magnanimous, 
Nubian, nappy, novel, 
outgoing, overwhelmingly opiate 
persistently perplexing, powerful, 
quintessentially quiet, quiescent, 
ravishing, regal, reincarnate, 
sublimely, seductive, superior, 
temptation, talented, tender, 
understanding, understated, universal, 
vibrant, vivacious, victorious, 
wise, willed, wonderful, 
xhiliarating, xhuberant, xclamatory 
Yoruban, yare, yummy, 
Zulu, zealous, zenith 


MINE 
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Share: Drum 
Douglas G. Johnson, I 


Toke... Inhale. 

"So lemme get this shit straight, Jay. You're tellin' me that if I 
cut off Breeze you'll hook me up with this other hip-hop nigga and my 
shit will be more correct?" 

"Musically and financially, Sha. If you hadda listened to me, 
your shit would've blown up years ago. It's about time to cut off the 
dead weight you been carryin' around!" 

Shaheed exhaled as he looked at the Top Shelf Entertainment 
executive vice president's expecting and extended hand. It was Jay's 
turn on the blunt but he frowned his handsome face while Sha 
methodically took two more tokes from the blunt, put it out, and 
proceeded to brush the marijuana ash off his desert camouflage 
utilities, all the while, purposefully ignoring Jay's outstretched 
diamond-ringed hand. 

"I know this ain't what'chu wanna hear right now, Sha, but as 
the nigga who found ShaBreeze, I gotta speak up. The group wouldn't 
be about shit if it weren't for your lyrics, man. Your shit 1s tight, pro'bly 
the tightest ever in hip-hop history. But the money ain't right as it 
should be. Breeze 1s a cool nigga, and I like him, but his skills behind 
the boards are lackin'. We ain't makin' enough sales 'cause he ain't the 
right cat for you. 

Shaheed feigned indifference as he listened attentively. His 
expression was both stoned and confused. This wasn't only his career 
the record company executive was talking about. Jay was speaking of 
his oldest and closest friend. 

"Now, this other nigga's shit is proper, duke," said Jay in his 
most eloquent version of Brooklynese. "Did you think I was gonna get 
some scrub muthafucka for my nigga? Of course not, dun. If you give 
me the go-ahead, I can sign that triple platinum nigga, DeLuxe. With 
‘Luxe on the beats I'ma put you on top where you belong, nigga." 

Shaheed's puzzled look revealed the uncertainly he felt. His 
decision would be difficult. He could either forget about the 
brotherhood between he and Breeze, along with all the fun they have 
making the music they love, or he could listen to Jay and make 
astronomical amounts of money. Sha and Breeze always thought Top 
Shelf Entertainment had been good to them, so Sha tried to convince Jay 
into keeping the talented producer. 

"Do you know how long I've known Breeze, Jay? We used to 
have the lunchroom rockin' in junior high school. Everyone would be 
fighting for a spot out our table. Breeze would out a nickel in his right 
hand and have his left hand bawled into a fist, so when he played the 
beat on the lunch table the snare would stick out. Believe it or not, his 
snare is what defined my style as a lyricist. We would..." 


"What the fuck is you talking about? That cornball nigga 
couldn't have no influence on a muthafucka as nice as you, Sha." 
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Shaheed ignored Jay's interruption and continued on as if he 
didn't say anything. Sha was in the middle of remembering the times 
that counted: the good ones. "... practice at his house after school, and 
if we cut school in the morning we made sure that we were back for 
our noontime performance. We were together for like three years 
before we even met you at that talent show." 

"So what you're saying is you wanna stick with that no-skill 
havin' nigga and go hungry, instead of rollin' with me and DeLuxe 
rockin' ice, chillin' in fat whips and havin' the baddest bitches in 
creation, hunh?" 

It was true that Breeze, the creative force behind ShaBreeze's 
sound, was stubborn in not compromising his artistic philosophy. He 
opted for dark, melancholy bass lines with that signature snare drum, 
which was just too hardcore to appeal to the masses within the fickle 
audiences of hip-hop. Sha knew that his lyrics had such a buzz that 
radios and clubs couldn't avoid playing their music. But was there 
something missing to take their music to the next level? 


No, he reasoned. ShaBreeze's record sales weren't that baa, 
thought Sha. Their four albums have steadily progressed, and their last 


recording, Strictly Fundamentals, reached the platinum plateau, selling 
1.5 units. 

But Jay was right about one thing: if Breeze's sound was a little 
more up-tempoed like DeLuxe's, and they got some R&B singers and 
some dancers, they would be secure for five lifetimes. With Breeze's 
concept of the music, ShaBreeze would never be large. Perhaps it was 
due time for Sha to adhere to the rules of the hip-hop game, “friends is 
friends, but business is business." . | 

Jay became fidgety. "So what you gonna do, son? I aint got ali 
day. Money is time and time is money." x4 . . 

Sha was never as sure of anything else in his life as he looked 
into the vice president's eyes. "All of this sounds like the bomb, Jay," he 
said reassuringly as Jay smiled, confidently. "And my choices are either 
cut off Breeze or get paid wit' you, right?" 

"That's right!" 

"What I think I'm gonna do is get wit' my partner Breeze and 
shop us another record label. Peace." Lk. 

As Shaheed bopped calmly and slowly out of Jay's office, he 
excitedly dialed up Breeze's number on his cell phone. Upon ese: 
his sidekick's greeting, Sha said, "Yo, Breeze, what's the deal, baby boy’ 
['ll be over in about 20 minutes. Cue up that beat we was workin’ on 
last night... you know, the one with that fat-assed snare." 


Stay tuned. 
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Marry Me, Ms. Moonshine 


Culver Clark 


marry me ms. moonshine 

tantalize me with your torrent taste 
teach me to 

jazz again 

teach me to 

blues again 

on bar stools 

in dirt-floor juke joints 

where mint-julep lemonade is served 
as “Neck-bone” Nelly releases the keys 
that have given way 

to the pressure of his finger tips 

and the lips 

of Mrs. Blues’ youngest child 

sing their own name brand version of 
“soul food sass-a-frass” 

that peaks in the earth shattering wails 
which coincide with Mary’s weeping 
and Ms. Martha’s moans 


marry me ms. moonshine 

set my soul on fire 

please place me back down south 
in shotgun houses 

on front porches 

sitting in 

beat-up 

bentwood rockers 

staring at sentimental skylines 
while wiping away 

the sweaty remains of sunsets 
from my brow 

with the condensation 
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that has built on my glass 

caused by the humidity and sweltering heat 
that is generated every time 

“Six-finger” Willy picks up that damned banjo 
plays his “Sky Blues” 

until they are pitch black 


marry me ms. moonshine 


please transport me back to 

W.C. Handy’s first measure of jazz 
of Scott Joplin’s first note of ragtime 
right now seems like such a bad time 
for me to be sober 

lately looking over lost life spans 
I’ve come to find the fall of man 

to be caused by 

bad women and booze 

but I still choose to lose 

living in this latent lust 

that baptized us 

when lips first met glass 

I can’t wait for this moment to pass 


I refuse to get you out of my mind 
to this indecent proposal 
please respond in kind 


marry me... 


ms. moonshine 
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Black Man 


Janice Crisp 


what makes you so angry? 

Why do you drink and smoke 

and yell and curse and hit? 

when you know i love you, 

I’m there for you, but 

you frighten me so often. 

i tremble at your voice 

and cower at your touch. 

who made you hate and be cruel? 
who made you 

lie and play with my feeling? 

You sleep with other women, 

and you push me away after 

we lay peacefully together. 

then you come back 

apologizing and crying, wanting 
me to be yours again, 

but ’'m weary of belonging to you. 
when will you realize our 

lives are too short for 

your tantrums and flings? 

When will you see that i am 

all you need and you are all 

i want? When will you 

be able to hold and protect 

me instead of alienate and 

hurt me? Will that day ever come? 
Or will i have already moved on to 
another? 
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One Final Call 


Faul Fauntleroy 


Choo! Choo! 

The train is leaving the station, 

destination freedom. 

Who will stay and who will go? 

Who will stand at the platform waving goodbye 
Who will be by your side 

or reflecting in your eyes? 


The train is leaving the station, 

Bound for lands unseen and unchartered 
Destination freedom 

The tickets are expensive but 

The promise is enchanting and 

I’ve got my ticket and 

I don’t know 

where the journey might take me and 

I don’t know 

how long it will last and 

I don’t know 

if there is really civilization at the end, but 
I do know 

That I don’t care and 

I’m freedom bound. 
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Hypocrite 


Janice Crisp 
I don’t wanna hear my name 
In those braggin’ circles 
Brothers be havin’ 
I don’t want no sistas sayin’ 
Yeah that’s her the one who... 
I don’t want my momma or daddy 
Findin’ out I’m screwin’ you 
That’s why I am quiet 
And don’t call 
That’s why I only speak to you 
An’ I don’t talk for long 
‘cause I won’t have you braggin’ bout me 
now if you brag 
nobody’ll believe you 
but if I start showin’ myself 
fond of you 
theyll know 
everyone’ll know that I’m not who I pretend to be 
and I’m not ready to be a public hypocrite 


so I’ll see you tomorrow night and no time before 
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Slow Down 
Antoine Calloway 


My sisters, you must slow down, 

And not rush into motherhood and marriage. 

My brothers, you must slow down, 

And stop disrespecting your elders and sisters. 

My strong-minded mothers, you must slow down, 

Ease your load and enjoy life for yourselves. 

My extremely influential fathers, you need to slow down, 
And realize that you are the main focus 

For a positive role model. 

Children of the next generation, 

Slow down and understand the decisions you make now 
May hinder you for life. 

My only wish is that each and everyone of us 

Slow down and take one day at a time 


Untitled 
Truth 24 


Come be nurtured upon my breast. 

Come roam with me through illuminated stars. 
Ride upon my wings 

Swim within me, 3/4ths deep into my waters 
Live inside my folds, my trees 

Eat my herbs for protein to grow strong and healthy 
Embrace my nurturing nature 

Respect my inner being 

Live with my wisdom as you lie upon my surface 
Love me 

Respect me 

from within 

If you do, I'll be your reflection 

Iam earth 
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Nature 
Arthur T. Hicks, IT 


Over the golden mountains I go, 
careful with each step. 

Chilling ice falls,/I pick it up. 
while sliding it, 

water begins to flow 

and the mountain 

peaks appear. 


My eyes fall 

into the valley. 

I stroll down the mountainside, 
upon the moist valley 
enter: 

A small ridge I see. 

while I climb it, 

waters slowly fall. 

The faster I go, 

the stronger the waters fall. 
When I reach the top, 

the waters subside. 
Screams of triumph I hear. 
My energy gone away. 


I climb upward, 

my brow dripping with sweat, 
and rest my head 

upon the molds of clay. 

Our souls now at ease. 


Nature. 
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Mother's Milk 
Claude Lumpkins 


As I sit across from her 
Hypnotized by her cosmic eyes 


I contemplate suicide 


If I die on her sofa 
Perhaps she will confess her love to me 
As she weeps over my limp carcass 


As I sit across from her 
I am entertained 
By the smoke that spills out of her nostrils 
And dances on her bosom 


I feel like.a child 
And she is my wet nurse 


Iam a well-fed baby 
She forces me to be a better man 
Because I know it pleases her 
And there is nothing I want more 
Than to see her smile 


For her smile is my salvation 


And she is my Jesus 
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Waiting 
Culver Clark 


I’m waiting in silence 

For the sun to shine just for me 

So that I can share it with you 

1 am collecting the fresh taste of morning 
dew 

In a drinking glasses 

To quench the thirst that you die of 

I’m looking for your love in spaces of rhyme 
Moments of time 

That have yet to happen 

Pass’n me away 

I’m beg’n you to stay even before you arrive 
Forcing me to survive 

These long lonely nights alone 

I’m clicking my heels three times 

Wishing I was home 

Shielded by the protective cover of your love 
Iam praying to God above 

To shorten this rhyme between us 

That I rush to recite 

When I can’t sleep in the middle of the night 
Iam waiting for the end of the eternity 
That I have spent in exile 

Millions of miles from your kiss 

Hell is just like this 

When I can’t hold you in the close embrace 
That ve been perfecting on myself 

Since I last saw your face 

I’m running in a losing race 

That I just can’t get out of 

And just can’t win 

Looking for the end of this long night 

That is nowhere in sight 

With all of my might 

I promise to never give up this fight 
Whether I win or lose 

I bare the brunt of thoughts that bruise 

As I continue... 

To wait for you. 


Rn 
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Night 


Quonté Stevenson 


Instant attraction, 
Spontaneous reaction, 
In this night of passion, 


Unknown to me, 
What was about to be, 
I was blinded and didn’t see, 


The trickle of methodic, 

Into the climax of exotic, 

In my mind so erotic, 

This power so psychological, 
It defies the neurological, 
Only an inferno of biological, 


Under the seductive cover of NIGHT. 
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Nocturnal Eternity 
Paul Fauntleroy 


The cd plays 

As the light of 

The burning candle 
Sways 


This daze 

Could paralyze me 
For 

Days 


Feeling whole 

In total control 

Why does the morning 
Have fo come 


He steals the feeling 
Kills the moment 
the candle burns out 
edie 
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Love Came 
Arthur T. Hicks, IIT 


Sitting alone, empty, 

I heard a knock at the door, 

NW ois it? "1 uttered. 

“it’s lovevictme in,” was the soft reply. 
My face of great concern, 

for love, I did not recognize. 

Again a knock came. 

“It’s love. Please let me in.” 

I walked to the door, 

my eyes, my desire, searching for love. 
In my sight was peace, 

grace, hope, and compassion. 

This must be love, 

which I once heard of, 

yet, I was not sure. 

To my eyes, love still 

seemed to be a blur; however, 
something that seemed familiar. 
Yet uncertainty remained with me, 
for love appeared to be so far away. 
It?s voice maybe I’ve heard before, 
yet my ears remained attentive, 
checking for a stranger. 

I stood at the door, 

my heart a steadfast beat, 

my brow slightly wet, 

for love I could feel, 

yet my hesitation had me bound. 
Suddenly, intense feelings 

came over me, feelings 

of warmth and peace 

my heart did not recognize. 

Tears of joy rolled down my face, 
for I never felt love this way before, 
until I opened my heart’s door 

and you came in. 
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Jazz 
Camika Royal 


(inspired by the music of Antonio Carlos Jobim) 


Iam listening to jazz 
and thinking of you 
the horn blows then 
I remember your eyes 
and I close my own 
to see you more clearly 
I am looking at midnight 
staring at you 
the moon is your smile 
lighting your face 
the horn plays and 
we are dancing 
your hips against mine 
moving 
hearing jazz 
he’s starting to riff 
is your laughter and 
the horn bellows 
your voice in my ear 
we are dancing 
as the music plays 
I hear the jazz and I think of you 
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6:5. Game 
Paul Fauntleroy 


Warm bodies and 

Conscious minds collide 

And intertwine themselves in 
Short-lived paradise 

Could beauty have ever trapped me 
in such a state? I have 

been captured by the aggressive 
meekness of what stole 

my soul tonight. Beauty 

has entranced my mind and 

spirit, gazed upon me with 

eyes of golden flames & smiled 
upon me with the glee of a newborn. 
Precious beauty 

precious light, thank you for 

my soul tonight 
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A Closed Window Pane 


Dayan Knox 


I look at your pretty face 

Look through your brown eyes, 

I look real hard and try to see inside. 
Don’t get me wrong, it’s not your secrets I 
wanna steal: 

I really try hard cause I really do feel. 

It’s like looking at you through a window 
pane. 

I look, I try to reach, but it’s all in vain, 
Cause someone closed the window pane. 
I don’t claim to love cause to love is to 
know. 

I really want to love but I don’t know 
how. 


I try to talk to you, I try to relate, 

I try to reach out to communicate. 

I often wonder if any of this is for real, 
Do you feel like I feel? 

Just say the truth and Ict it all flow, 
'Cause I really wanna know. 
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The Fool: A Suicide Note 
Claude Lumpkins 


I wish I could read your mind 

maybe I could fill some of these holes 
that have left me 

empty 

like promises to call me back later 
but then I may not love you anymore 
and I love to love you 

but you seem to take pleasure 

in making it hard 

how foolish of you 


I wish I could read your mind 

then I could stop wondering 

where you’ve been, who you’ve been with 
and why you didn’t call 

or maybe I don’t want to know 

or maybe you think you know me well enough to know 
that I don’t want to know 

or maybe yow’re worried that I may kill you 
or maybe you don’t care at all 

because you know I could never hurt you 
how foolish of you 


I wish I could read your mind 
then I could stop asking myself 
does she love me? 

does she care? 

am | a fool? 
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at a time I thought that if I showered you with 
attention 

tokens of my affection 

and showed you my heart 

then you would have no choice 

but to love me 

how foolish of me 


I wish I could read your mind 

I would have walked out on you the first time 
instead I lied to myself 

I thought I could change you 

or at least help you change yourself 

how arrogant of me 

it’s not your fault 

even though you did play me for the fool 

I wore the clown shoes willfully 

how fatally foolish of me 
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Untitled 
Bria Culp 


What do I want you to do for me? 

Is that how you want it to be? 

I’m supposed to be bold 

Youw’re supposed to be told 

When and where and how to hold me 
And console me 

But yet you want to control me? 

I want you to call me when 

You say you will and then again 

Later on if ’m not in. 

I want you to speak to me like an adult 
And not like your problems are all my fault. 
Falling in love is not so strange 

But you want to act deranged 

Like you need to be contained, constrained 
And like you can’t maintain 

Because of what you say I’ve done to you 
Made you do what you 

Usually don’t so 

Made some kind of fool of you. 

But, only in your mind 

Because I’m not the kind 

To purposely try to find 

A way to get inside your head 

And the things I’ve said 

Have you fed and tucked into my bed 
You’ve apparently been misled 

By something in those books you’ve read 
I want you to be a man 

Stop pretending I’m your biggest fan 
And prove to yourself that you can 

Live up to the definition 

of a person whose decisions 

Reflect their intelligence and intuition 
And won’t let the opposition 
SS ae 


SE 


NC Central University 


ee a 


Change their position 

A person whose mindset 
Also reflects 

The kind of intellect 

That enables you to protect 
And serve, be direct 

And learn 

How to earn respect. 

In other words, I want you to be mature 
Because I’m not sure 

of your age anymore 


The Dance 
Stephanie Black 


You used to make my heart dance, 
now when it hears your tune, 
it becomes a wallflower 
not because it doesn’t recognize the beat - 
but 
because it is no longer interested in the melody 
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Blindness 
Kage 


i stand in Your shadow 
disheveled 

as You look away from 
my soul's loneliness 

and ignore me as I pray 
that You will not 

sista V 

day by day 

from the way I need 

You to be...but You don't 
see me 
awed at Your greatness 
remembering the only 
happiness we shared... 

if only You had been 
true 

and if only You had 
cared 

but You took my heart and soul 
leaving a whole 

lots of dis-chord and discont- 
ent 

as i lament 

our time misspent 

taking love 

for granted 

all the while wishing 
you would see 

that the love in you is the 
love in me 
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For When Love is No Longer Enough 
Claude Lumpkins 


For when you’ve cried enough 
For when you’ve lied enough 
For when you’ve tried enough 


For when you’ve spent enough nights alone 
gazing out of the window 
entranced by the sound of rain beating against the glass. 


For when you’ve had enough 


For when you’ve lost enough energy 
yelling 

screaming 

fighting 

and getting nowhere 


For when you’ve taken enough baths 

For when you’ve burned enough candles 

For when you’ve wasted enough bottles of perfectly good 
champagne. 


For when you’ve waited long enough 
For when you’ve hated long enough 
For when you’ve denied long enough. 


For when it hurts enough 

to make you cry 

but you’ve been holding it back for so long that you’ve 
forgotten how. 
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Ocean of Tears 
Niki C. Oliver 


Ocean of tears 

That ’m drowning in 

Because I don’t have a friend that’s a boy or a boy that’s a 
friend. 


What’s the use of taking aspirin for the headache 

and then wishing it back again? 

What’s the use in believing in an imaginary concept of 
life liberty 

and the pursuit of happiness, 

and worst of all, love. 


Bias, yeah. 
Cynical, maybe. 
Jealous, hell yeah. 


If I could just get my hands on love again 

I’d clutch it so tightly my fingers would turn blue 
I don’t know why though 

it has never worked in the past. 


Love... like anything else 
when smothered, suffocates and dies, 


You’d think I’d realize that 
after three amorous homicides 


That I’m the main suspect for 
but I definitely had accomplices. 
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